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AN ANXIOUS 



MOMENT. 

N the afternoon of a Mrs. 
day in the early Drum- 
winter or late autumn mond goes 
— that is, in the beginning of borne, 
November — Mrs. Drummond 
went into her own houfe in 
one of thofe lofty piles of 
handfome houfes which are 
the pride of Edinburgh. I do ; 
not venture to fay what name 
it bore, for thefe ftreets of 
palaces 
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palaces are fo much alike, that 
the unaccuftomed eye, however 
awed by the folemn mafles of 
their hewn ftones, has diffi- 
culty in identifying them. Mr. 
Rulkin, talking a great deal of 
that nonfenfe of his, which is 
by times divine, has fomewhere 
defignated Moray Place and its 
neighbours by the title of 
'prifons of fouls.' I think, 
though that may be abfurd, 
that their feverity and regularity 
is extremely alarming in the 
dimnefs of a winter- afternoon, 
when the day has begun to 
wane, but the lights have not 
appeared either within or with- 
out. It is not quite apparent 
even to myfelf, why I mould 
take this opportunity of faying 
fo; for certainly Mrs. Drum- 
mond did not think her tall, 
dark, 

Digitized by ^* 



An Anxious Moment, j 41 

dark, grey houfe, in all its Den- 
elaboration of cold uniformity, mark's no 
a prifon of the foul. She was prifon to 
aware of the bright rooms thofe who 
within, the windows that looked think not 
over that wonderful landscape, fo. 
which Fitz-Euftace faw (much 
better) from the hills of Braid, ; 
the Firth lying low in the j 
great valley underneath, and the j 
foft background, againft a grey 
horizon, of the rounded hills of ] 
Fife. And lhe was aware of 
all thofe fafcinations of indivi- ' 
dual life — the books, the pic- J 
tures, the memories which | 
make a houfe, whether it be 
a palace or a cottage, into a 
home. She went in, a cheerful 
woman, not without cares, yet 
with the brighteft fide of life 
fufficiently uppermoft to keep 
her heart light. Her daughters 1 
had j 
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had not returned from their holi- 
day vifits here and there, but it 
was currently reported in the 
houfe that the mother liked, 
from time to time, to find 



herfelf alone with papa and 
Edward, and have the whole 
charge of thefe elder children 
of the family in her hands. 
Her hufband, me knew, would 
come in about five, and drink 
a cup of tea, in the cheerful 
light of the blazing fire which 
he loved, and tell her all that 
had gone on during the day — 
what he had been doing more 
or lefs, and what was being 
faid in the Parliament-houfe, 
or at the club ; all thofe pieces 
of news which the men pick 
up, and which a woman likes 
to have told her in the cheer- 
ful twilight, by the light of the 
pleafant 



An Anxious Moment. 



43 



pleafant fire. Edward, per- 
haps, might come in even 
earlier, with his contribution 
of news — news about himfelf 
and what he was doing ; which, j 
after all, was more interefting i 
than political movements or 1 
revolutions. So there lhe was, j 
a cheerful woman, going in to j 
her delightful firefide. 

Something in the look of 
Simmons, the butler, was the 
firft thing that difturbedher: 
and yet it can fcarcely be faid 
that it difturbed her. She faw 
he was big with fome im- 
portant event; but, knowing 
Simmons as well as (he did, 
lhe did not feel that this was 
neceflarily a momentous matter. 
Perhaps it only meant another 
baby in the Simmons nurfery, 
which lhe was aware was 
expefted j 
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expected ; or perhaps, that he 
had found out a miftake in the 
weekly bills ; or that Cook,with 
whom Mr. Simmons was not 
on terms of amity, had gone too 
far in refpect to the dripping. 
She perceived the fact accord- 
ingly with as much amufement 
as curiofity, expecting the ufual 
requeft, * If I might have two- 
three words with you, mem/ 
with which Simmons began 
all fuch complaints. But her 
expectations were not carried 
out. Simmons, though he 
was evidently big with fpeech, 
faid nothing, furprifing and 
almoft alarming his miftrefs by 
his reticence. She lingered a 
little, looking at the cards of 
some vifitors who had called in 
her abfence, in reality to give 
him time to explain himfelf, 
but 
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but Simmons dill faid nothing. 
Then another circumftance 
(truck Mrs. Drummond's atten- 
tion. The door of the library 
was llightly, very (lightly, ajar, 
and within the opening there 
was a flutter, as if fome one 
was waiting infide — a little 
(lightly fupprefled flutter — fome- 
thing which, without any real 
demonftration, conveyed to a 
woman's quick eye the idea of 
fome other woman lurking or 
watching within. 

'Is anything wrong?' (he 
faid, turning fuddenly upon 
the butler, and taking him by 
furprife. 

Simmons fell back a ftep, as 
if he had been attacked, and 
anfwered, 'Wrong, mem? — 
no, I'm not fure that any- 
thing *s wrong/ 

She 
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She pointed to the door of 
the library, and alked, 'Who 
is there ? ' in a more impera- 
tive tone. 

'Weel, mem — I would not 
take upon me to fay who they 
are. It 's — it 's two — Ieddies.' 

* Why didn't you tell me at 
once?' faid Mrs. Drummond, 
relieved. * Do I know them ? 
— And why did you take them 
there, and not up-ftairs ? I (up- 
pofe there is nothing to make 
a myftery about.' 

* Weel, mem,' faid Simmons, 
rubbing his hands in a depre- 
cating manner, 'I would not 
take upon me to fay. They 've 
no name, or at leaft they gave 
me none. I 'm dubious if they 
are the kind of Ieddies — you 
would be likely to know.' 

'What do you mean?' faid 
Mrs. 

- 
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Mrs. Drummond fharply: and | 
then (he proceeded, with a little i 
laugh, *I had better fee for j 
myfelf at leaft. You can bring j 
in the lamp, it is getting fo j 
dark. They will be after fome 
fubfcription or other,' lhe faid, 
and turned to go to the library, 
where the objects of her inquiry 
were. 

Simmons put out his hand 
to flop his miftrefs. He cleared 
his throat. For once it was 
evident he was reluctant to 

fpeak. 4 Mem ,* he faid, 

* if you will bide a moment. 
They 're — not for you, if I muft 
fay it. They never alked for 
you.* i 

4 For whom did they afk, ! 
then ? ' faid Mrs. Drummond — 
( for your mafter? But that makes 
no difference ; bring the lamp — ' 
4 Mem, 
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' Mem, if you would bide 
a moment.' Simmons had 
put his hand upon her cloak 



to reftrain her. 'They're 
waiting for Mr. Edward — and 
awfu' anxious to fee him. It 
was for Mr. Edward they 
alked.' 

Mrs. Drummond flopped 
(hort, with her face towards 
the library door. She faid 
only 'Oh!' with a curious 
gafp, as if her breath had 
(lopped ihort too — and then 
(he turned at once, and went 
upftairs as quickly as if (he had 
been purfued, not drawing 
breath till (he found herfelf 
looking at her own face in the 
great mirror over the drawing- 
Touching j room mantelpiece. It is a 
7 ftrange j ilrange impulfe, but not fo 




unreafonable as it appears: 
when 
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when you have no other eyes 
to look into, to afk what is the 
meaning of a new event, fome- 
times there is a little informa- 
tion to be got by looking into 
your own. She faw her own 
face rifing oppofite to her, 
pale and contracted with fudden 
alarm. Ah, yes ! though it was 
only her own face, it told her 
fomething ; it told her of fecret 
anxiety, which wanted only a 
touch like this to burft into 
flame, and of a haunting dread 
that had been in her mind 
through all the peacefulnefs of 
her life. She was a woman 
who had known many rough j 
places in the path of exigence 
in earlier days; and timorous 
human nature, never quite cured 
of that old heathen dread that 
the gods are envious of the 
happinefs 
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happinefs of man, had by 
times awoke within her, with 
a cry of fright, attending when 
trouble lhould reappear. And 
was this the reappearance (he 
had dreaded? Had it come 
again ? 

It is a fad thing for a human 
creature to have his or her 
(and rather her than his) 
imagination fpoiled in their 
youth. Some people can 
never be perfuaded to anti- 
cipate evil. They believe 
by nature that the fick will 
always get well, and the wrong 
always be righted. Things 
have gone well with them 
hitherto, and it is natural to 
expect they will do fo to the 
end. But there are others 
who have feen ghofts in their 
earlier days, and who keep on 
expecting 

C;,:^ 



An Anxious Moment. 

expecting the fight all through 
life again even at their happieft 
— to whom it feems natural that 
things mould turn out badly — 
and happinefs appears a mere 
exemption never to be calcu- 
lated upon from furrounding 
and inevitable evil. Great love 
is fadly prone to this latter form. 
The Italian poet, Leopardi, fays 
that Love and Death are born 
together, fince Love makes 
the thought of parting unen- 
durable, and can only be fafe 
in the perfection of a common 
end, Mrs. Drummond flood 
and looked at herfelf with a 
feeling that the inevitable had 
come ; her heart fank within 
her to the very depths. She 
faw the curves come about her 
eyes, and the lines to her 
mouth, which had feemed to 

be 
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be all fmoothed out by years 
of happinefs, and yet were there 
all the time ; and into her 
heart there came a great 
anguifti, the greateft of all the 
pangs of motherhood. Were 
all the dreadful experiences 
of the paft to be renewed in 
her boy? Were they to be 
repeated in her boy? — he 
whofe young life had been 
her pride and her joy — her 
| firft-born, her fon, the prop of 
the houfe, the delight of her 
j heart. Edward ! everything 
! that was tender, dear, delight- 
: ful, hopeful, excellent, was in 
| his name ; and was that to 
drop into the invifible depths 
too? 

You will fay that fo 
Ample a fad as that two 
. ladies were waiting to fee her 
I fon 
1 m,v 
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ion was no reafon for this 
pain ; and that was what, after 
a while, me began to fay to 
herfelf. She faid to herfelf She 
that if there had been anything reafonetb 
wrong in it they would never with her- 
have come to inquire for him felf. 
at his home ; that, after all, 
perhaps they were ladies 
feeking fubfcriptions, feminine 
knights-errant, who never 
mind whom they afk for, or 
what they do, fo long as they 
get their lifts filled. Two ! — Some 
that of itfelf lhowed there fafety in 
could be no harm : and lhe numbers. 
began to upbraid herfelf for a 
bad-minded woman, thinking 
evil where no evil was. All 
this, and a great deal more, 
went through her mind and 
calmed her, fubduing her ex- 
citement, but without taking 
away 
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away the deeper anxiety that 
lay below — for, on the other 
hand, what could ladies want 
with Edward, to come and 
vifit him ? — ladies with whom 
his mother was unacquainted. 
And what did Simmons mean 
by being dubious whether they 
were the kind of ladies lhe 
was likely to know ? The 
kind of ladies ! There was but 
one kind of ladies, fo far as 
Mrs. Drummond knew — ladies 
whom any other lady, if fhe 
were the Queen, might know. 
Thus fhe was driven about 
I from one fet of thoughts to 
| another, the one calming, the 
j other exciting her fears ; and 
| fank down on the fofa at laft 
| without thinking of taking offher 
bonnet, bewildered, forgetting 
| everything except this combat 
which 
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which went on within her. 
The afternoon was gradually 
darkening ; the firelight, be- 
coming every moment of more 
importance, dancing on the 
walls, reflected in every 
bright furface, making the 
room more and more into a 
centre of everything that was 
comfortable and bright— except 
where fat that dark figure, 
her mantle falling in heavy 
folds that gave forth no 
reflection, her veil dropping 
over her face. She ftarted, 
however, when Simmons came Simmons 
up to look to the fire, per- looks to 
ceiving with uneafinefs that the fire. 
it was not the fire Simmons j 
was thinking of, but that his 
curiofity was much excited, and 
his mind fet on finding this 
myftery out. 

«Oh, 
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4 Oh,' lhe faid, with a little 
ftart as he appeared, * I am 
lazy ; I have not taken off my 
bonnet — Is it time for tea ? ' 

' It 's not four o'clock,' faid 
Simmons, with an implied re- 
proach ; ' I juft came to look 
after my fire.' 

Simmons was very willing to 
allow that the houfe belonged 
to his mailer ; but he faid * my 
fire,' and 'my plate,' and *my 
table,' with a certain profef- 
fional appropriation. And he 
poked the faid fire deliberately, 
and added coals to the blaze, 
though there was no need 
for them. Mrs. Drummond 
was not in a ftate of mind to 
pay any attention to this wafte. 

'Has Mr. Edward come in 
yet ? ' lhe faid. 

4 No, mem, he's not come in.' 

'And 
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'And are the — ladies ftill 
waiting ? ' 

* Yes, mem, they 're ftill wait- 
ing/ Simmons faid. 

Mrs. Drummond got up and 
walked to the other end of the 
room, putting fomething down 
and taking fomething up, as if 
quite at her eafe ; but lhe did 
not deceive Simmons. She 
faid, after a moment, quite 
jauntily, ' What kind of people 
are they, Simmons, thefe 
friends of Mr. Edward's ? — are 
they old or young ? ' 

'Well, mem,' faid Simmons, 
' they 're both — one 's old, and 
one 's young.' 

* Oh ! ' faid Mrs. Drummond 

again, feeling another arrow go 

into her heart. 'And what 

did you mean,' (he faid, after a 

moment, 'by telling me that 

they 
7 
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they were not the kind of 
ladies I was likely to know ?' 

•Well, mem,' faid Simmons 
again, * they are fcarcely what 
you would call leddies at a\ 
It *8 juft an honeft woman and 
her daughter.' 

4 An honeft woman and her 
daughter !* 

4 Juft that, mem ; but what 
the young gentleman may have 
to do with the like of them is 
what I cannot tell.' 

4 1 think I will fee them 
myfelf, Simmons. It may be 
fomebody who — it may be — I 
| think, as Mr. Edward has not 
| come in, I will go down and 
| fee them myfelf/ 
Oracular i 4 1 would not advife it, mem,' 
advice. faid Simmons, 4 and neither 
would I go againft you, if that's 
what you think. Young men 

are 
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are a thought camflairy — they 
fometimes don't like their 
friends to interfere — but, on 
the ither hand ' 

4 1 was not aflring your 
advice, Simmons/ the lady faid; 
then her heart fmote her a little, 
for the man, (he was fure, meant 
very kindly. 4 Let me know/ 
ihe faid, 'pleafe, as foon as 
Mr. Edward comes in.' 

She fat down again to wait. 
4 An honeft woman and her 
daughter ! ' Mrs. Drummond 
knew very well what Simmons 
meant. He meant a perfon 
who had no pretentions to be 
a lady — a woman of a humbler 
clafs — a decent, poor woman, 
with her girl. What could 
fuch a perfon have to fay to 
Edward ? There was only one The one 
thing that (he could have to thing f of- 
fay. fible. 
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fay. He muft have fallen in 
love (oh, heaven!) with the 
daughter's pretty face, and, 
perhaps — who can tell ? — have 
afked her to marry him. 
Women believe devoutly that 
there is no folly a young man 
will not do when there is a 
pretty face in queftion. Some- 
times they err in that, as in other 
ways ; but, among all the fcepti- 
cifms of the time, on this point 
there are no fceptics. They 
were engaged, perhaps — Ed- 
ward — my boy — and this girl ! 
4 This creature ! ' the angry 
mother had almoft faid ; but Ihe 
was of a fair and juft mind, and 
fhe flopped herfelf. ^What did 
lhe know about the girl ? The 
girl might be a good girl, and the 
mother a woman wife and 
prudent, who did not mean to 
throw 
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throw her daughter away. She 
had no right to take up an evil 
opinion either of the mother or \ 
the daughter. Many a wifer | 
man than Edward had been j 
beguiled in this fame way — oh, j 
many a wifer man! — and the i 
mother, no doubt, had come to | 
fee after him, to keep him up 
to the mark, to find out if he 
was well enough off, perhaps 
to fix the day ! ' Oh ! ' the 
mother faid in her heart, 
clenching her hands and ftart- 
ing to her feet; and then, 
with her bonnet ftill on, and 
her veil lhadowing her face, fhe 
ran down-ftairs haftily, deter- 
mined at leaft to fee for herfelf 
what manner of people they 
were who were thus about to 
take poffeflion of her boy. 
The library door was 
open 
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' Lawful open — at leaft it was not 
efpials* quite clbfed ; a fmall chink 
was left, through which fhe 
divined fome one was eagerly 
watching, ftartled by every 
found. She went quickly 
up to it, and puihed the door 
open, and went in. In the 
imperfeft light (he faw the 

| two figures darting a little 
back, and difturbed at the fight 
of her — one, a very decent 
woman, in a large Paifley 
lhawl, a large bonnet of a by- 

\ gone fafhiort, and an umbrella 

! in her hand ; the other, a great 
deal younger, a mere girl, but 
folid in her figure, like her 
mother, built for all life's 
ftrong ufes, not like a delicate 

! young lady. They feemed 
very much furprifed at the 
fight of her, retiring a little into 
^ ( the 
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the fhadows of the room. Scotch 
women of their clafs do not 
curtfy to their focial fuperiors : 
they are not trained to fuch 
reverences ; but they made her 
a ruftic bow, and the mother 





faid, «I hope I fee ye weel, 
ma'am,' in a foft and friendly 
tone. 

* You are waiting for — fome 
one?' faid Mrs. Drummond, 
herfelf more diffident than they. 

* Yes, mem. I was waiting, 
if poffible, for a word with 
Mr. Edward,' the mother faid. 

'And what did you want 
with Edward ? — Oh, not if you 
are unwilling to tell me ! But 
I am his mother, and I could 
tell him anything — whatever 
you wifh to fay.' 

The two (bangers looked at 
each other, and then at hen 
The 
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I The girl lhook her head (lightly, 
and the mother replied, after a 

I paufe, in an embarrafled tone, 
* You know nothing about us, 

I mem — maybe you have never 

' heard of us — and you wouldna 

! underftand.' 

' Oh, I can underftand moft 

j things — after a while — when 
I try,' Mrs. Drummond faid 
with a little hard laugh, 
feeling that the fituation was 
too much for her, and that in 
another moment ihe would 
break down and cry. They 

i confulted each other again by 

■I a look. 

j 'Mem,' faid the decent 
j woman, 'I hope you'll no 1 
j take it amifs: but you dinna 
j ken us, and we dinna ken 
! you, and I would rather bide 
j a moment and fee the young 
gentleman, 
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gentleman, if we 're no* in 
onybody's way.' 

Mrs. Drummond was very 
angry. She felt herfelf quiver 
with rage and mifery, but what 
could fhe fay? She withdrew Exit Mrs, 
as quietly as poflible out of Drum- 
the room, and left it to them, mond, and 
She would have liked to call 
Simmons, and direct him to 
turn them out, but the bondage 
of nature and circumftances 
was upon her. She could 
not ad contrary to her own 
character, and to all the habits 
of her being. She withdrew 
is quickly as fhe could, feeling 
hat everything was againlt 
ler — even her prejudices 
[gain ft difcourtefy, and the 
leceffity fhe lay under of 
onfidering other people and j 
heir feelings. Sometimes it ! 

would I 
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would be a great relief to be 
able to throw off that cfuft of 
civilifation and good manners, 
and return to the franknefs of 
the favage. Now and then 
indeed very well-bred people 
are able to do this : but Mrs. 
Drummond was not of that 
\ kind. She went up-ftairs again 
| full of mifery and indignation ; 
j and, before Ihe reached the 
| top, heard the found of the 
! hall door opening, and the 
enter j light, alert ftep of Edward 
Edward. J coming in. Then came the 
I voice of Simmons, giving her 
\ fon the information of who 
j awaited him. She could hear 
! in the air the found of Edward's 
exclamation of furprife, and 
then lhe heard the door of the 
library open and clofe. 

What a moment that was I 
She 
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She ftood at the door of her 
drawing-room liftening to any 
far-off found, that might indi- 
cate what was going on. Pre- 
sently, before fhe could have 
imagined it to be poflible, there 
was a noife again of quick open- 
ing and fhutting of doors — the 
hall door clofing loudly. Had 
they gone already ? — had he 
gone with them? — what had ' 
happened ? Mrs. Drummond \ 
hurried to the window, to look ' 
out. But next moment the 
found of a flying footftep 
caught her ear, and Edward 
himfelf, pale as a ghoft, and in 
breathlefs hafte, bur ft into the 
room. 

• Mother, where are you ? ' 
he cried. 

Anxious as fhe was, and J 
with caufe, as (he feared, to be j 

not 

Digitize by GOO^l J 



6 7 



68 An Anxious Moment. 



not only anxious but indignant, 
it was with a certain fenfe of 
\ ihame that Mrs. Drummond 
Behind appeared from out the lace ' 
the arras, curtains that veiled the window. 

To feem even to have been 
; prying upon him, watching 
who it was who had juft left 
{ him, brought a blufh over her 
[ — a quick heat of difcomfiture 
and embarraflment. 

'What is it, Edward?* fhe 
faid, faltering, half avoiding his 
eye. 

A demand 'Mother, have you any 
for /up- money?' he faid; 'give m< 
plies. what you can, for heaven's fake 
at once. I have nothing o 
my own to fpeak of, and 
muft have it. I can't wail 
Mother, I've no time to anfwc 
| any queftions — give me whi 
J you can, and let me go.' 

Th 
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This fudden requeft filled 
I her with confternation. She 

looked at him for a moment, 
j pale with terror and diftrefs. 

But even here fhe could not 

difobey her inftincts. She 

took her purfe (lowly out of 

her pocket, always looking at 

him with eyes full of trouble. 
* Money?' fhe faid, with a 

trembling voice. 

' Oh, mother, don't flop me 

to aflc queftions. I 've no time 

to lofe. If you care for my 

comfort and peace — if you 

don't want me to die of 

remorfe and mifery — mother, 

for God's fake ! — I don't know 

what I'm faying — I'm in great j 
j diftrefs,' cried the lad, tears 

forcing themfelves to his eyes. 

* Money is the leaftof it : give \ Money is 

me what you can, and don't 1 the leaft 

afk of it. 
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! alk me — oh, don't afk me. 

! I'll tell you another time.' 
Mrs. Drummond could not 
fpeak ; her heart feemed to be 
broken in two. What did he 
want money for? — where was he 
going ? — who were the women 
who had brought him into this 
excitement and trouble ? — all 

I thefe queftions tore her with 
(harp fangs like harpies ; but 

, on the other hand was her 
fon's young face, full of 
anguifli, breathlefs with hafte, 
and that anxiety which fhe 
could not underftand. Slowly 
(he put out her hand to his, 
and gave him, without looking 
at it, the purfe, which was 
fuch a fmall matter — the truft, 
which was fuch a great one — 
truft which was not confidence, 

| which was full of pain and 

| doubt, 
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doubt, and a iick terror that 
what (he was doing might be 
for Edward's harm and not 
good. But otherwife fhe could 
not aft, whatever the penalty 
might be. 

He never flopped to thank 
her — even to look at her — but 
turned and darned down-ftairs, 
and out of the houfe without 
a word faid. 

II. 

Twenty-four hours had Twenty 
pailed of the mod extreme and four hours 
miferable anxiety. Edward later. 
dined out that night, and did 
not return till late. Mrs. 
Drummond did not venture 
to change any of the habits 
of her life, or to mow her 
anxiety in any vifible way. 

She 
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She faid nothing to his father, 
who vaguely perceived his 
wife's pre-occupation, but was 
not fufficiently roufed to put 
any queftions on the fubjeft. 
Something made him fay at 
dinner that Edward was going 



out too much — that it could 
not be good for his fludies: 
which was rather a reflection 
thrown immediately into his 
mind from his wife's than 
any original obfervation of his 
own. But he aflted no quef- 
tions about his fon, and the 
mother faid nothing, exerting 
herfelf to talk as ufual, to go 
calmly to reft as ufual, without 
mowing the trouble lhe was 
in. For, perhaps, it was 
nothing after all — perhaps it 
could all be explained; and 
why mould his father be dif- 
turbed 
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turbed and made unhappy by 
fomething which was nothing ? 
So (he bore it as bed fhe could, 
which is the woman's fpecial 
burden in this world, and 
covered up the ftorm of con- 
flicting thoughts, that whirl 
of quickening anxieties in her 
own mind, with an outward j 
afpect of quietnefs and calm 
ordinary life and fpeech — I 
which by moments became | 
fo intolerable to her that if fhe | A fafety 
could for any reafon have i valve re- 
broken out in fhrieks and quired; 
paffion, or in weeping and 
fobbing, or even in domeftic 
ftorm, it would have been an 
unfpeakable relief. But none but pro- 
of the fervants would do any- vokingly 
thing to give her that opening. | abfent* 
They were all exceptionally on i 
their good behaviour. Simmons | 
indeed J 
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indeed kept his eye on her as 
if he knew all about it, and 
was her accomplice in deceiv- 
ing the matter of the houfe ; 
but Simmons was the laft 
perfon upon whom fhe could 
burft forth. After the weary 
evening was over, (he lay 
awake in the dark and filence 
till lhe heard the welcome 
click of the door at midnight, 
and heard her fon's light foot 
(kim up the long ftaircafe. 
At all events, he was fafe 
in the neft for that night, 
whatever to-morrow might 
bring. 

But the morning brought 
no further enlightenment : 
Edward, who was generally 
late, was punctilious to a 
moment that day, breakfafted 
along with his father, left 
the 

1 
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the houfe with his father, in 
fuch good time for his ledture ! 
which was a thing that pleafed 
her much on ordinary occa- 
fions, but not to-day. For 

not a. wnrH mnlrl nafe 5« t-Vi a. 
j«\sv a, wuuiu pais in tnc 





father's prefence, who knew 
nothing. Mrs. Drummond 
went out about her ufual 
occupations in a kind of 
defperation in the fhort fun- 
fhine of the wintry morning. 
The fun was red, mining 
through a frofty mift, which 
was not dilheartening, like the 
heavy air of London, but 
cheerful and full of poetic 
effects : and the cold was juft 
enough to make the paiTengers 
move quickly about the ftreets 
and give a keener afpeft to the 
bufinefs and movement with 
which the air was full. Mrs. 

Drummond 
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The fad 
mechanic 
exercife. 

Like dull 
narcotics^ 
numbing 
pain. 



Drummond did all her domeftic 
bulinefs that day with activity 
far greater than her ufual — 
walking about, keeping in con- 
ftant movement, deadening a 
little the gnawing of the 
anxiety in her heart. But as 
(he came out of one of the 
fhops, where fhe had gone to 
feek fome fpecial delicacy 
which Edward was fond of 
(lhe felt ealier when fhe was 
catering fpecially for him, as 
if he had been ill and required 
double confideration in that 
way), a ftrange thing happened 
to her. She faw Edward him- 
felf pafs, walking rather flowly 
with his head bent, looking 
neither to the right nor to the 
left, abforbed in fomething, 
in his own thoughts. The 
fight of him was ftrange to his 
mother, 
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mother, as if fome one had 
ftruck her. She ftifled the 
little cry that came to her lips, 
with a Scotfwoman's ftrong dif- 
like to demonftration of any 
kind, but paufed on the pave- 
ment, looking after him with 
an impulfe which me could 
not reftrain nor obey. To 
follow him — her fon ! — to 
watch him, herfelf unfeen — to Seeing, 
betray the awful doubt, the unfeen. 
foul-maftering fear, that was in 
her, and yet not to betray 
them — to go ftealthily after him 
like a thief, like a fpy! — all 
the dilhonour of it, the ftealthi- 
nefs, the fufpicioufnefs, the t 
meannefs of fpying, flamed 
into her mind. She blulhed 
from head to foot, a hot wave ; 
of ftiame and felf- contempt | 
pafling over her, and then — me j 
went j 
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went after him. Let thofe 
blame her who do not know 
the heart. She ran over to 
herfelf all the evil that was in 
it, and then lhe did it, as fo 
many of us do, but few with 
fo good an excufe. Her heart 
began to beat louder and 
louder as lhe followed her boy, 
afhamed of it, pulling down 
her veil over her face, as if 
that light film of lace could 
hide her, either from him or 
from herfelf. Edward walked 
more slowly than ufual, or fhe 
could not have kept up with 
him : and yet fhe felt as if lhe 
could have kept up with even 
a winged pafTenger, fo hafty 
and breathlefs with the fpeed 
of going was her loud-beating 
heart. 

Edward walked away to- 
wards 
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wards the weft, over the Dean Beyond 
Bridge, into the open country the Dean 
— a long, long way, paffing fo Bridge. 
many rows of comfortable 
houfes, and the towers of the 
great hofpital, and the alien 
cyprefles, which have no right 
to watch in their claffical and 
heathen gloom over cheerful 
Chriftian graves. Thoughts of 
this kind, wild and far apart 
from her all-abforbing objeft, 
flew acrofs her mind as (he 
walked along — Edward always 
in fight, going flowly, never 
looking round. He muft have 
feen her had he looked round. 
Sometimes fhe thought he was 
going to turn, and trembled; 
but he never did fo — he walked Still 
ftraight on, reflectively, as if he onward 
were thinking of fomething — he winds the 
who ufually (kimmed the ground dreary 
with way. 
i 
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with a foot fo light. The 
flow plodding of his pace (truck 
her anew like an additional 
blow. It increafed all her fears 
of harm, and yet it touched 
her fo, going to her heart. 
Gay Edward, the boy who was 
like the Squire in Chaucer — 
4 Singing he was or floyting alle 
the day/ as (he had faid of him 
a hundred times, but now fo 
thoughtful, hanging his head, 
going along pondering, ponder- 
ing all the way. What was he 
thinking of with fuch a heavy 
heart ? What was it that took 
the fpring from his footftep? 
And where was he going ? — to 
the woman of laft night (he 
knew inftinctively: but why — 
and what were they to him ? 
The woman was an honeft 
woman — it was written all 
over 


i " 
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over her ; a decent woman, as 
i Simmons faid. And that flow 
' reflexive ftep was not the ftep 
of a lover. Why was he going 
there?— what had they to do 
with him? Thefe queftions 
! floated about her, rang in her 
ears, founded over and over 
again, into the very recefTes of 
\ her heart, but no anfwer came. 
At laft they came all to a 
flop with a fudden clang and 
fhock. He had come to the 
houfe. It was a little houfe ; 
no more than a cottage. Mrs. 
Drummond faw at a glance 
that it could belong to no one 
but the vifitor of laft night. 
It was like her, as a houfe 
(efpecially in the country) 
gets like its pofTeflbr— the 
windows bright and clean, 
with little muflin curtains tight 
acrofs 



Tie 
decent 
woman 9 s 
cottage. 
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acrofs the lower part, the 
door-ftep white, no flowerpots 
choking up the air infide, but 
a monthly rofe trained by the 
door, and with a pale flower 
or two upon it fmiling at the 
world even in November. 
Mrs. Drummond faw all this 
with one look, and then her 
whole being feemed to be 
The door arretted as the door opened 
// opened and fhut, and Edward difap- 
— and peared. She flood ftill, and, 
JbuU what was more, her heart flood 
ftill, and all her beating pulfes 
feemed to flop for the moment. 
She felt a moment's brief 
ftrange fufpenfion of life as Ihe 
flood there, scarcely breathing. 
Thus all things had come to an 
end. Her fpying, her ftealthy 
following, her outrage upon 
the honour and candour of 
life 
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life flopped here. She could 
go no further — what was flie 
to do? 

There was nobody but An awk- 
herfelf upon the road ; a little ward pre- 
further on was the lodge gate die am en t. 
of a houfe in which people 
whom ftie knew lived — any j 
one of whom might come out | 
and difcover her; a little 
further was a clufter of cot- 
tages, a fort of little hamlet 
— but here nothing. She ! 
flood, and leaned upon a 
garden wall, that fkirted the 
road, and felt without 
fhrinking the cold dew 
drop upon her from the 
branches that overhung it. j 
What was fhe to do? She j 
could not go back again 
in fecret, and leave the myftery ! 
unfolved, after fhe had fhamed ( 
herfelf J 
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herfelf to her own knowledge 
in this attempt to find it out. 
2'ime Time goes flow in moments 

travels in like this, and it goes faft. Each 
divers individual inftant is like a year, 
paces. but the whole together, nothing, 
a moment's fpace. Mrs. Drum- 
| mond thought (he had not 
been more than a minute 
leaning againft that wall, 
looking acrofs a bit of open 
fpace, on the other fide, at the 
cottage, which flood withdrawn 
a little from the road at a right 
The door angle, when the door opened 
is opened, again audibly, with a found 
that difturbed the foft, humid 
filence, and ftartled her out 
of all command of herfelf. 
She faw as through a mift her 
fon appear, accompanied by 
the vifitor of laft night, whofe 
apron was at her eyes, and who 
had 
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had evidently been crying ; 
behind her appeared the 
fliadow of the girl looking 
over her moulder. They 
were bidding Edward good- 
bye. The air was fo ftill that 
the fpeclator could hear what 
they were faying. * God blefs 
you, fir/ the honeft woman 
faid. 'Oh, don't fay that!' 
faid Edward, 'fay you forgive 
me all the anxiety I have caufed 
you — but you will when you 
have him home to-night.' 

' God blefs you/ was repeated A parting 
again, this time by two voices, J blejfing ; 
and then the door was clofed, 
and Mrs. Drummond, fhutting ; 
her eyes, heard her fon coming and a 



towards her. What could (he 
do ? If (he had turned and 
fled, he would have feen and 
recognifed her all the fame. 

She 



dreaded 
approach. 
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She leant all her weight againft 
the wall, feeling her limbs 
quiver under her, and the 
light go from her eyes. She 
did not feem to breathe, count- 
ing the fteps as they came 
towards her. Nearer they 
came, and nearer — then 
flopped ; and Mrs. Drummond, 
hurriedly opening her eyes, 
heard him call * Mother ! ' in 
a voice of confternation, and 
faw him dimly with a mift 
about him, through which he 
appeared to her young, fevere, 
terrible, like St. George with 
j his fpear. 

I * Mother ! how have you 
i come here ?' 

' She got back her breath, and 
I anfwered him in a gafp, ' After 
you, Edward.' 

j ' Mother — you followed — ' 

She 
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She bowed her head, and 
clofed her eyes again, feeling 
as if the young warrior had 
transfixed her with that fpear 
— the fpear of truth and earneft 
purpofe. Oh, yes ! — not to j 
be miftaken ! — going through 
and through her; but oh, 
with what a fmart of joy ! 

i Edward ! I am ftruck to 
the earth with fhame. I came 
after you like a fpy — ' 

He had a right, if he chofe, to 
turn the fpear in the wound — 
and fhe was willing. Every- | 
thing was fweet now fhe had 
feen that light in his eyes. 

Inftead of that, fhe felt his 
arm around her in a moment. ; 
' Oh, mother ! how anxious you 
have been. I fee it all now. j 
I have left you in diftrefs, only j 
thinking of the other — without ; 

a 
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a word of explanation. I fee 
it now. You were a bit of 
myfelf— it did not feem to 
matter ; but forgive me — I fee 
it now — forgive me, mother 
dear!' 

* Forgive you!' (he faid; 4 is 
there anything your mother 
needs to be aflced to forgive 
you, Edward ? And you were 
quite right; I am yourfelf — I 
ought to have divined.' The 
moment (he had faid this, throw- 
ing her head high in proud con- 
fidence, fhe fuddenly clafped his 
arm with both her hands, and 
faid, in a low befeeching tone, 
4 What is it, what is it, Edward ? 
Oh, tell me, my own boy !' 

'I am to blame all the fame, 
mother,' Edward faid; and as 
they walked, (he clinging to 
his arm, he told her the ftory. 

Now 
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Now Edward had not been 
one of thofe young men who 
have never given his parents 
any anxiety fince the day they 
were born, of whom one hears 
fome times. Happy are the 
parents who have fuch fons! 
Appearances may be againft CbaraRer 
them, but character is ftronger verfus ap- 
than appearances. But Ed- pearances. 
ward was not one of thefe. 
He had done nothing very 
wrong, but he had been care- 
lefs, blown about by different 
winds. And this was why his 
mother had plunged at once 
into fuch mortal terror con- 
cerning him — fearing (he knew 
not what. Edward began to Edward 
tell her his ftory, with her arm tells bis 
drawn through his, and his ftory, 
hand clafping it : for thefe 
carelefs boys have their com- 
penfating 
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penfating qualities, and are 
more humble-minded than 
thofe who know themfelves 
above fufpicion. He told her 
that he had been dining at the 
Caftle on the night before that 
day of trouble, as fhe knew. 

'But you didn't know how 
late I was — I was fo late that 
I couldn't get out without 
bringing Seton into trouble. 
You know how ftrift they are, 
mother. What was I to doi — 
if I had flayed there all night, 
as they wanted me, I don't 
know what you and my father 
would have faid. I made up 
my mind directly to come 
down the rock.' 

* Edward ! you might have 
killed yourfelf!' 

'No fear! I've fcrambled 
about the Craigs too often for 
that 
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that; but when I got down Tbefequel 
almoft to the bottom, there was to a dinner 
the fergeant with his party at the 
relieving the guard. I lay low, Cajl/e. 
but they had feen me. What 
was I to do ? — I Ve been in a 
lot offcrapes before, you know, 
mother — ' 

4 Oh, yes,' (he faid, making 
her head, *I know.' 

Carelefs Edward — carelefs j 
ftill, with all his trouble — gave 
a broken laugh at the thought, j 
'Somebody was paffing down 
below — I caught fight of him 
by the lamplight. I gave a 
whiftle, and faid, "Charlie, lend 
us a hand." He looked up, 
and gave one fpring, and flood 
by at the dykefide to help me 
down. And I don't know 
how we got mixed up, mother 
— I could not tell you — I've 
tried \ 
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tried to make it out, but I 
can't do it. The only thing I 
know was, that I got fafe home, 
and Charlie fell into their 
hands.' 

•Who is Charlie?' flic 
afked. 

4 Charlie Muir — and that 
was his mother that came to 
tell me — I never heard what 
had happened till then. She 
did not hear herfelf till the 
afternoon, and the ftate fhe had 
been in ! — worfe than you — for 
you would have thought it 
fome of my carelefs ways ; but 
(he thought, knowing what a 
ftraight, fteady fellow he was — 
fhe thought he was killed, all 
that night and half the day: 
mother, think ! ' 

* Oh, my boy ! ' cried Mrs. 
Drummond, prefling his arm ; 

and 
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and oh, the thoughts lhe had 
been thinking of that decent 
woman ! — who had been in 
trouble far greater than her 
own. 

4 1 ruflied up to the place 
at once, and they let me fee 
him. He had not faid a word 
about me — truft him for that ; 
but he had faid he was only 
paffing, and had never been on 
the rock at all : and the men all 
knew fomebody had been on 
the rock. I could do very 
little with your money, after 
all. I brought it back, or the 
moft of it,' faid Edward. *I 
tipped a man or two to be 
good to him ; and then I went 
to Seton, who was ready, of 
courfe, to take his fhare of the 
blame. But the man I wanted 
was Colonel Wedderburn, and 
him 
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him we could not find. Charlie 
is to be brought up at two 
o'clock, and Seton was to 
try and nail the Colonel at 
one, to get him to interfere. 
And I thought I would go 
; in the meantime, to tell Mrs. 
Muir that it would all be right. 
Did you hear her God-bleffing 
me ? — when fhe ought to have 
done the other thing! And 
I 'm not half fo fure, as I faid 
I was,' Edward cried, making 
his head. * But yes, I am! 
They'll have to lock me up 
inftead of him. He (hall not 
be punifhed for me.' 
The 4 How did they know to 
anxious come to you, Edward?' his 
moment mother aflced, with fome linger- 
all but re- ing fufpicion ftill in her tone. 
turneth. «He told them I was his 
' kind friend, and that I would 
j fcelp 
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help them. Fancy! when it 
was all for me he was there 
— but not a word of that did 
Charlie fay. I'd like you to 
know him. They're poor, : 
and he's not what you call a | 
gentleman, mother. Gentle- 
man ! he might be a prince/ 
Edward cried. 

'If he was a king he could 
be no better than a gentleman. 
But I think he muft be that — 
in his heart,' faid Mrs. Drum- 
mond. 4 Edward, I am dread- j 
fully tired — though I've no j 
fuch reafonas that good woman. 
Get a cab as foon as you can j 
fee one, and I'll go with you | 
to Colonel Wedderburn. If | 
he does not Men to you wild j 
lads, he will liften to me.' 



They had ftill to walk a 




long way, however, before the 




welcome 









9 6 



An Anxious Moment. 



A lucky 
cabman* 



welcome cab came in fight 
The fame cab made a littl 
fortune out of the cafe tha 
afternoon. It drove up an< 
down from the Caftle, an 
waited about while every bod 
was interviewed, and the ftor 
told over and over. Every 
thing ended finally in the moi 
innocent way. Young Seto 
had his leave flopped, an 
Edward fpent his mother 1 
money in paying the fin 
inflicted as the penalty of th 
efcapade ; and Muir, wh 
had fo nearly been the fcape 
goat, and who in his depreffe 
condition, after being locke 
up for two nights, looked dc 
plorable enough, was conveye 
home triumphant by Edward 
as much delighted and happ 
in his friend's virtue as if h 
himfel 
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himfelf had never been to 
blame at all. Neither of 
them was much the worfe for 
the incident, which made the 
moft capital ftory in all their 
College Societies, and circu- 
lated through the clafs -rooms, 
for weeks afterwards — nay, if 
there had been a Union at that 
moment, it would no doubt 
have run through all its 
brotherhoods — how Charlie 
Muir, the fteadieft of good 
fellows, was locked up inftead 
of Ned Drummond — the 
greateft joke ! 

The two mothers iiniled 
too, after a time, at the thought 
of how their hearts were 
racked, and all the dreadful 
images that had peopled the 
file nee on that terrible night ; 
but fuch moments are too 
ferious 
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And all 
is well 
ended. 

■ 


ferious for laughter to the 
women, even when all is well 
that ends well, as this did. But 
that is one of the myfteries, 
more profound than Greek 
philofophy, which it is fo hard 
and difficult to make the young 
men know. 

M. O. W. Oliphant. 
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